The Axe of God
Ago:              Atman, have you heard of that boy?
Dharm:          Who?
Ago:               Of Kasyapa Gotra.
Dharm:           Who?
Ago:              Not even nine,
When he mastered
All Vedas and Angas and Agamas.
Dharm:          Do you speak of Vichara Sarma?
Ago:               Yes, Swamy.
Dharm:          Can you afford to talk of him?
Ago:               You, doubt me, my age,
My bundled back of karma.
I've sent round my head
All these by one sign
And am rid of the so-called conscience
Which has made you folks,
Bleary-eyed traffickers,
Dharm:           Stop.
That boy is a great one.
What a name, self-bestowed!
Something must have foretold his parents.
He never sleeps.
Quest, incredible, but true.
I know he ranges himself
On the kine-side,
Tending them, grazing them......
Ago:               How damp your wits are!
Bring them outdoors. He is full grown, Must be eight or nine, Perhaps ten years. Maybe kine's friend. Does it all mean He can afford to waste the milk, Pouring it on the sands, Make puddles running black with shame?hour
